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SHAKSPEARE. 


KING  HENRY  VI.  Part  III.  Act  ii.  Scene  5. 


The  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning’s  war, 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light ; 
What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 

Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  nor  night. 

Now  sways  it  this  way.  like  a  mighty  se  a, 

Forc’d  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind ; 

Now  sways  it  that  way,  like  the  self-same  sea, 
Forc’d  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind : 

Sometime,  the  flood  prevails  ;  and  then,  the  wind ; 
Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  best : 

Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 

Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered  : 

So  is  the  equal  poise  of  this  feli  war. 

Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 

To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  1 
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IDEM  GEiECE  REDDITUM. 


'O  vvv  irpofiaiveiv  ws  ecoOivos  SokcT 
aycov,  eirei  (pdlvovra  crvpiftdXXeL 
ve<prj  7 TjOos  avreXXovTOS  fiXiov  epaos' 

67 rei  S*  o'  TTOLfjirjv  ovv^a  deppcdvcov  ttvocus 

ovt  eveppovrjv  TeXeiov  ovt  rjpiap  KaXeT. 

vvv  fjiev  rrpovepTrei  TyS\  o7ro)9  kXvScov  jjieyas, 

os  dvayKrjs  irovTias  TrXrifJLpLVpiSos 

nX&  eis  epiv  7 rpos  Trvevpia •  vvv  S*  e’/cet  peirei , 

o>9  tjvix  uvtos  e^avayKacrdeis  n rore 

dvefjLtov  vTreiKei  ttovtos  icr^vpcp  jnever 

VLKa  Se  7T0VT0S  aXXoT ,  «AAofi*  ?/  7rvorim 

Kpelorcroov  S’  eicaTepos  ev  piepei  6 ’  tjcrccov  Kvper 

dei  S’  epeiScov  (TTepv  erri  (TTepvois  (3ia 

TKXrjpos  7raXaL(TTris  KaprepeT  viKrjs  irepi, 

aXX 5  ovre  KaXXivacos ,  ovO ’  ^Tcrajp.evos' 

i^o )  Seti/os  ooto)9  eVr  dycov  LG"6ppo7ros. 

rj$rj  irap  d%6(i)  twS’  eyco  kXlvco  Sefxas* 

e&Tco  Se  veiKOvs  cov  deos  OeXeL  Kpdros. 
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For  Margaret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 

Have  chid  me  from  the  battle ;  swearing  both, 
They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
JWould  I  were  dead !  if  God’s  good  will  were  so : 
For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe? 

O  God  !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain ; 

To  sit  upon  a  hili,  as  I  do  now, 

To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  run  ; 

How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

How7  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year, 

How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 
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yuurj  yap  r\  * fxt]  Kal  [X  dua £  KX Kpophios 
fxa\ri^  aTTitiacLVT ,  eudaTOvfxeuoi  Xoyovs 

OpKCp  T€  7T  pO&TlOeUTeS 1 2  WS  fiaXuTTa  Sri 
rj/ULcou  aTTOVTitiV  evTv^eT  tol  7rpaypLaTa. 
ei  pLfjKer  elrju'  crv u  6ew  S’  eiprjcrerar 
tl  yap  ra  OurjTa  7 rXrju  circos  re  Kal  ^inj  ; 
oifjior  So/ceo  yap  €vtv%ovs  Kvpcrai  /3iov, 
os  ovSeu  aXXo  7rXrju  tls  aypOTtjs  e<pv 
cocirep  S’  eyco  vvv,  enl  Xocpco  Kadrjimeuos , 
eu  yutopLoariv'  re  Sericos  ypacpcou  tvttovs 
copas  Spo/uou  SrjXovuTas,  e^aurXel  /3lou' 
ak  au  /uLadri  xpouo v  7 roS’  cos  7ropeveTai, 
ocros  7 rodJ  copas  fjLolpau  eK7r\r](rei  ^poVos, 
ocros  Se  /uLerpou  y/uepas  reXecrcpopov’ 
ocrai  S’  cetovs  TrXripovGio  y/uepai  kvkXou , 
ocroy  Se  fJiy)KOS  eKTeuel  duriros  fiiou. 

1  Cf.  Soph.  Elect.  47-  oputo  irpocr ndek. 

2  Herod.  ii.  109.  7roAou?  71 /w/xoi/a?,  k.t.A.  Schweigh.  in  Lex. 

Herod.  yvwfxwv  “  horologium,  solare.” 


